REFLECTIONS 


OJ 


A POLITICA 
PRISONER 


REFLECTIONS 
OF 


A FP@LITICAL PRISONER 


(A true rendering of the original 
“Vandeer Atma Katha” 
by 
Late Pt. Gopabandhu Das) 


em Ko B, NAYAK 


Digitized by PPRACHIN, SOA 


True rendering : 
SRI KUNJA BEHARI NAYAK. 


Printers © 
MESSRS SWADHEEN PRESS TRUST; 
BERHAMPUR (GanjJan) 


Publishers : 
BRIJARAJ SAHODARS, BERHAMPUR 


First Print—1000 Copies—1964 


Digitized by PPRACHIN, SOA 


TRANSLATOR’S FOREWORD 


— OQ — 


For about two years, 1923 and ‘24, Pandit Gopa- 
bandbu Dass wah internment in Hazaribagh Central 
Jail. Known to n ne, this popular leader was stolen, 
late nights, from OrnNsa to avert a public agitatioo. Dur- 
ing these years in contnement hs wrote two smcl! books, 
*‘Sequestered songs in te prisoa” end “‘Reflections of & 
Political Prisouer.” A faithful picture of Orissa, political, 
social, economical and cultural, has been aptly described 
by this genious in the latter book. 


He was first to bring the Gandhian mission to the 
soil of Orissa. A true Satyagrahi ought not to be moved 
by situations, but yet he was, The continued trou- 
bles and harassments to the people of his uge was some- 
thing untenable on his part, He was .of the conviction 
that Swaraj alone would cure taese maladies. In peace 
somewhere he would feel his desire bas bsen cherished to 
an extent. 


In sincere bequeathbal to selfless service for a decade 
and a talf he laid a national foundation on the altars of 
Orissa that would Jast for ages to come. Hs is no more 
with us for the last 35 years and yet we fool he is so near 
to us. All with time would pass; achievement alone 
would last. 


The results that the advent of Swarnj would yield,- 
Pracbayati Raj, Land reforms. village industry, drinking 
water Supply. better farming, Khadi, Philosophie lodges 
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[a 
and divine discourse centres,—were all eernesc che pro- 
phecies of this great mass leader as would be sewenin this 
book, Happy it is that his desire i3 truely the desire of 
this day that the country is on to yokeshQgt#AB0. 


As Lola Jaganath has rightly pis it, he was the 
Gandbiji of Ociesa. It is & proud wfivilege to think of 
this great soul,it is a pleasure to tr/nslate his thoughts and 
it is a great pleasure to act up to his ideals.I would feel 
very much happy if through these translations I could be 
able to expound this great man who is held in deep 
reverence by every home of this land. ' 


Kburdy (Puri) 
} K. B. NAYAK 


5-1-1964 
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. TOMY LEARNED ELDER BROTHER, LATE 
VAXUNTHA NATH NAYAK WHO, FOR THE 
CAUSE OF PREEDOM, SUFFERED IMPRISONMENT 
AND UNTOLD REVERSES IN THE HANDS OF THE 
RULING RAv 


AND TO TBOSE WHO SACRIFICED THEIR 
ALL TO LIF THIS COUNTRY FROM FOREIGN 
YOKE DEDICATED THIS BOOK IS SINCERELY. 
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OPINION 


es 


xX × XX XX 


I commend Mr. Nayak for tris Meritori- 
ous undertaking. 


T. BURROW 


Professor of Sanskrit 
University of Oxford. 


— () 
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‘May for the uncarped service of my land 


This frail frame be buried deep and blend.” 
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REFLECTIONS 
OF A POLITICAL 
PRISONER 
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ର୍ଦ଼ର୍ତୃୁର୍୍ତ୍ୁତର୍ଗବରଭର୍ୟତ୍ଡ ୟା ୟୁ ୍eogeofeeoge 


Are you my country-men, 
dear friends, ye all 

Seized by impatience to find me in gaol ? 
Ere this fact to all was known, 
What cause, therefore, for thee to groan 9 
Weaknessis the principal cause of cowardice. 
Once but a& hero wins or dies, 
Knows not he of retreat in life: 
Scarce does he sink in survival’s strife, 
Ours is the struggle of peace, am aware, 
Bereft of arms, ammunitions in this fare. 
War-horses, elephants, chariots or cars, 
Valour of prosperity unrequired in our wars. 
Here in this battle power of the soul, 
Ax*imfallible means to achieve our goal. 
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In the war of peace, this alone the 
weapon of our 
To foil the beastly pride and pow. 
Hoe that abjures the lust of the earth, 
Infatuation of wealth, home ang hearth, 
Sanctity of seclusion in whom is wrought, 
And who culls up power through non-violent 
thought, 
Here in this field alone for him 
A place is preserved to challenge and win. 
Jnitiates he to the ordeal of prison, 
As a first step to success, branded for treason. 
Later, may be, his struggle and strife 
Would cost him, for his ends, even his life. 
Conscious am I of these consequences 
grave; 
Enrolled in this rightful war of the brave, 
(Decision as I for the struggle have taken) 
Fame and infamy, outright have I shaken. 
How I long in the dust of my land 
This frail frame be buried-deep and blend ! 
A day my countrymen w’ld walk down my 
grave; 
(As a servant of the suffering, this alone 
I<save). 
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Reflections of a Political Prisoner 3 
Let gap%, crevices on freedom’s route 
Be filled; with my flesh and bone to boot. 
Ye, dear frieads, lend me thy hand 


In the uncarpsd dedisstian of 
my life for the land. 


May the desire of the Lord be cherished. 
Bless me, this life for the nation be perished. 


Citizens of Utkal, sisters and brothers dear, 
The term of my sentence all did thou hear: 
Are you, at this news, by remourse swept ? 
Shun thy sorrow, for this is yoked by my act. 
Amid service to country and service to its men 
If meets ones destiny incarceration then 
A rare achieved fortune it is one earns.’ 

Prison house t6 a sacred repose then turns. 
In mission from place to place a day 

Did not this secret to all did I say 9? 

Today my conviction sustains even, 

Freedom alone is the gate way to heaven. 
Prison 1 enjoy in sequestered grace; 

Four months were felt as though an ace. 
With the passage of months twenty and four 
Opened for me the enfettered door, 

Day after day,—how soon they go 

‘As “He illustrious Mahanadi’s monsoonic flow. 
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In no distant time my term would ceasp 
Bless me, my brothers, may it thou please, 
After my term in bwo fold force 

That I may serve the groaning créres 

May. this soul be buried in this earth, 

For the weal of the Nation gige me 


the strength. 
Avowed to maintain their country’s name, 


And to keep up its unsurpassed 

architectural fame, 
Ungrudged they bestowed their life aud soul: 
To maintain the dignity of their country’s role. 
W?’ld Utkal this invalued secret know, 
‘True life is consecrated by service’s glow; 
Universal love, guileless and pure. 
National fervour, sustaining and sure, 


May these ideals thy life long creed; 
Sons of Orissa hear and heed. 


Silent and solitary, confined in this case 
Deign, O, Lord, this much thy grace. 
Sisters and brothers of Utkal mine, 
In the cause of Swaraj be not thou supine, 
Consecrated once to this sacred cresd 
Until thy last progress and proceed. 
Demand of Swaraj, the birth right of man, 
Country would perish unachieved this plan, 
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Panga nf plight how alas, thou endure ? 
Provisions in cheap a2 dreau to secure, 
Settlemefi ofrer settlement, r3vision of rent 
Drift the ryots to ruination at length. 
Payment of diverse taxes and tolls 

Shatter the existence of penurious souls. 
Utensils auctioned’to recover the tax, 
Juxacting, excruciating, to all it sacks. 
Lndrrance throughout inflictions overlapped, 
How alas, thy vitality outright sapped. 
Despitoful poiity, autocratic rule 

Obviously stations you in intimidation’s pool, 
Searce for long this rule would stand. 

In the sword of justice and truth will it end, 


The Lord vguchafed this creation for 
2 the peasant 
{Indra for his weal rains does grant. 


For him the sun its rays does scatter; 
Spax~gles the meon aud the stars do glitter. 
Alone for the peoples’ welfare and glow 
With: many a branch rivers do fl >w. 

For ages together Sastras lay down 

For the pecple are meant country and the 


crown. 
India’s polity is pristine and pure; 


Peoples’ protection its intriusic lure. 
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Amending the present administrative -rorem, 
Advens of Swaraj would revive that morm. 
No more the spiral of continued gunger 
Alarming, awful here would linger. 

No more the stripes of the indurate rich 
Hurl the poor to destructiomn’s ditch, 

The rule of fear Swaraj wouid seal: 
Government shaped to peoples weal. 
Avowed to usher this new age here, 
Gandhiji embraced confinement in cheer. 
Many a greatman alone for this reason 
Preferred to spend his life in prison. 
Insignificant am J, a follower theirs; 
Alone, as those, this soul but aspires. 
Blessed indeed for me to havedbut spent 
With mother Utkal’s patriotic sons in this tent, 
Here I await wistfully for thyself, 


Through the pores of this cell staring 
at thy nelp. 
Let the Charkha rotate in every home. 


Let villagers adjudge affairs of their own. 
Assured is success in non-violent creed. 
Undaun ted, in the path of truth, proceed. 
Let not on selfish ness outright thou lean. 
Shun the difference of the mighty 

“and the mean. 
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May enuity and moderation emanate and start 
From the pure and pristine Nilachal’s heart. 
May the &udagiri hills, the fame of Orissa 
Siug in ravishment the anthem of Amhinsa. 
May by the Gods acquiesed in my goal, 
Awake once again Orissa’s soul ! 


Proffer Nilachal with devotion endued, 
‘The soul disposer ot? all that is good, 


Act and believe in his benevolent name, 
He alone would fulfil our gepuine aim. 


India’s arch-sanctuary alone is this place; 


Dut in the panel of. priority is 
slighted her case, 


In courage, culture, wealth, valour of might, 
Orissa bottoms tbe list outright. 
hb 3 - . 
\Vhen the great Indian conventions meet 
Orissa is denied a separate seat. 

Therefore, Jagannath, the merciful of late, 
With graceful eyes visualised our state. 
By him non-cooperation’s immaculate flow 
Streamed forth on the heart of Utkal in slow. 


Nilachal : Lord, Jagannath at Puri. 
Khandagiri : Mouatafa caves near Bhubane:war whore 
from the cult of non-violence was spread 


— from B. C. 5. 
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As Bhagiratha from the heavens 
brought the Ganges 
Which flows on our land together for ages; 
Gandhij}i by his collective virtues did bring 
To the ambit of Uitkal non-cooperation spring. 
From Himachal to Simachal to 
Comerin shores, 
Spread these waves with all the force. 
In villages, hamlets, on the coast or the mount, 
Ripples forth these streams in 
Utkal throughout. 
The bark Swaraj those that row 
In the waters of non-cooperation of Orissa now 
I am but an humble striver of that brigade 
Who. stems the node that his,provess bade, 
Idea of swaraj who brand, by thoSe bands 
Seized at last are cuffed my bands. 
A few of my boatsmen that struggled 
in thissspateo 
All have equally parted in my fate. 
Citizens of Utkal, are you at this sight 
Despondant, enfeebled, frnstrated outright 7 
‘Without the mariner, diligent and smart, 
The vessel of swaraj how now to start, 
How now to reach the harbour we sought, 
Are you bub striken deep by this thougnt 7 
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Want # a leader stops not ever work 
By justice rowed justice’s bark. 
Far less its want on Utkal’s realm; 
For the LORD himself is its helm. 
From history’s pages thou hast learned 
How, in the war of Kanchi, 
the name we earned. 
Armed with bows, arrows and swords, 
How our Lord routed the hordes. 
As the spartan commander alone did He weild 
Our forces with success on this fateful field. 
Unfurled Utkal’s victory’s banner 
Tradition sustains still this honour. 
Behold, ye, on Nilachal’s site, 
How on coursers, black and white 


War of Kanchi : The famous war known in every home 
of Orisse, King Purushottem Dev (of 
the Ganga lines) of Orissa won the 
battle. Armistice was signed and 
Padmavati, the Princess of Kanchi was 
given in marriage to Purushotam Dev. 
Happiest relations were established with 
thc South. It is held that this challange 
was championed by the Lord himself 


who led the forces of Utkal to Kanjee- 
varam. 
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Seated 6ur Lords, the brothers both, 
In victors costume they sparkle forth. 
Manika, the milk maid supplied our Lord 
Touched with devotion the choicest curd : 
The cost she asked for the supplies she made 
(And for its payment our Lord that bade) : 
Mark this apisode, surprisint,, pleasing 
Never are born of the artist’s musing; 
Today, time-honoured, truthful and hoary, 
Manikpatna signals the sanctity of this glory. 
Here is Orissa, the seat of the gods : 
Clusters of pilgrimage centres it affords, 
(Nilachal, as lote, blooms amid them 
In India’s guileless, religious realm). 
When the Lord of the universesin 

Nilacfal is there 
Tell me our want of leadership where 9 
Marking our valour and religion of the past, 
Truthful and rightful action lost, 
Finding perhaps our plight in slow 
— Begotton of the act of our descending low- 


OO OC 


Manik Patna : A hamlet near Chilka Luke named after 
Manika, the milk maid who supplied 


butter to the Lord during his invasion to 
Kanchi. 
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The Universal Lord in His Nilachal home 
Assumes a character,-insentient, mum’ 
But listen my brothers, thro’ Dharma’s power 
New life in Utkal alone would shower. 
When decadence of righteous acts are known, 
The Lord leaving His emarald throne 
Reveals here in mortal frame 
To revive righteousness and 

maintain the same. 
Enfirm thy minds, dear brothers, in this fact; 
Let not thy thoughts for leadership act. 
Tell me in the field of action indsed 


Who are those led and who is to lead ? 
(Each, I say, an ionised fraction), 
By Nature employed as means to action. 


Ladies, gentlemen of Utkal all, 
Lend thy ears to thy prisoner’s call, 
Homes penured, bodies may perish, 
Resolve the goal of Swaraj to cherish. 
Leave not thy hopes whatever stands ; 
Rest on thy covrage at odds and ends. 
For the cause of Swaraj embrace the fetters ; 
To the victor of-sacrifice Jittle it matters. 
Truthful, peaceful, the path of Swaraj; 
Walk down with care to achieve our cause, 


Digitized by PPRACHIN, SOA 


12 Reflections of a Political Prisoner 


EP ec PO Pr Perec 
The car of Nandighoshy steered in th ‘cpurse, 


Our Lord, thro’ lion-gateX would reach us 
our doors. 


A posse of police, the protecters of the state 
Snatch me away from Utkal, of late. 

The intent behind is to confine me in lorn, 
Far away from Utkal, wherefore unknown, 

To see that others would know not my change 
Late nights they steal me away from this cage, 


Wherever they dungeon and 

however they damn 
Hardly do I heave heaviness for the same. 
But the moment the news of my exile floats 
Among men and women of Orissa’s lots, 
All of them, how deep do I feel, 
W?’ld be pained, agitated, a considerable deal. 
Hope-cast a few would console to boot: 
Others would say that is but the fruit, 
The moment from place to place this news 
Spreads the villagers w’ld be sunken in hues. 


A The car of triumph 


x The name of the gateway to the abode of Lord 
Jagannath at Puri jn Orissa. 


Digitized by PPRACHIN, SOA 


ReHections of a Political Prisoner 13 


May besthat someone thro’ false-fear cast 
Would show aversion for this movement 
at last. 

This is the thought that my heart 

does concern; 
Lest littie I care for ray deportment to learn, 
A few, I remember, of my brothers & day 
Invited to their places & visit to pay 
The happy features that Swaraj would pour 
Have I but carried from door to door. 
Still many a place is there to pace; 
Eager eyes awaited my arrival some days. 
When shall I return and reach their gate, 
And crave indulgence for my arrival late, 
When shall I see those dear people in lots, 
Keeps me ix sadness these are the thoughts. 
Utkal'’s citizens how good thou art 
Thru’ continued love to have won my heart. 
Wherever on this land did I but fare 
Received by thee with courtesy and care. 
And with sustained iuterest all did you listen, 
The news and views I carried with my mission, 
All of you do believe, I feel, 
All my efforts are directed at your weal. 
Wherever my station verily 1 feel, 
Throughout I embark on thy interest and zeal. 
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Awars of my sorrow’s intrinsic trend« 
Grieve not for me ever dear friends. 
Your causeless sorrow wld ths me 
to downcast, 


Uneasiness intruded peace would be lost. 


Sights stark in Utkal that 1 mark 
Like spectres in sleep intihidate, hark ! 
Good many a ryot of regard and rank, 
‘Berefs of a full meal outright but sank. 
Hale and strong Utkal’s men of arms 
Paiks, Podhans have taken to alms. 
Famished frames to skeletons worn, 
Inapt to stand by huuger torn, 
Wicked usurers, touts of the village 
Exploit the wagemen of their harg 
earned wage. 

Zamindars sap the peasants of their bread 
And maraud their all through 

tortures and dread. 
Spell of penury caused the shatter I 
Of Utkal’s many a half-hungered daughter. 
Humble as they are, they attempt in vain 
To price a# etoth their modesty to maintain, 
(Scraped from their persons penury’s rage) 
Bloom of youth and charm of age. 
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Contiflued want of treatment and care 
Disease and hunger thes3 unfortunates scare. 
Men and women leaving their home, 
Scorched by hunger in wilderness roam. 
Mud walls, straw roofs, collapsed and torn 
Resemble a grave-yard,-haunted and lorn. 
Hymns of the Vedas, of Bhagavata’s lore 
Here in these villages recited no more, 
Unity in villages extant in the past 
Beseems today is completely lost. 
Boisterous games of the smileful boys 
Fill not the streets in waves of joys. 
The abode of deities, through neglect, 
they sank. 

Silt-filled, of no use many a tank, 
Live stock of the village waned in strength : 
Prosperity, as though, has forsaken at length. 
Righteousness and truth’s elegant rays 
Shine not Orissa’s famished face. 
Purity in our hearts no more one sees. 
Reign not our lives love and peace. 
False provocations of forensic lean 
Heads of villages join in their routine. 
To satiate their despicable personal ends 
They fall out with their neighbours, brothers 

and friends 
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Expensive courts’ judicious game,  “ 


Success or failure, both are the same. 
The wizard of this reign all did sap 
As the dove succumbing to the 

huntsmens’ trap, 
Are you aware of the ultimate results 
Of your continued feuds, factions and faults ଡ଼ 
Morale, resources, both are lost 
Thou w’ld be thrown to destruction at last, 
Foreign goods,-they attract the eyes 
As the burning flames to the foolish flies, 
Utensils sold and auctioned was field ; 
Nation’s living and resources sealed, 
Goring taxation enhanced in scale ; 
When alas, these strokes of ill fatw would pale! 
Essence is gone the froth but lies, 
As ungarnished cakes bereft of spice ! 
Hangs there the sceath, the sword was lest : 
Hushed is the flame, ashes are cast, 
Life extinguished casting a .frame. 
Wisdom sinks down to witness this game. 
The kernal eaten up leaving the dross ; 
Felony and frustration garbed in gloss. 
When alas, good days w’ld dawn on this land ¢ 
To relieve the ryots that suffer at hand, 
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Paddy bailed on the fields when sown ? 
Rare was seen to have sprouted and grown. 
™ on 


These are of Utkal’s harrowing plight, 


Disturbed and uneasy, they dance by my 
sight. 

Far away here in these walls confined 

Plight of the country bestirs my mind, 

What thought is there to console this life $ 

Courage fails these tears to wipe, 

Souls of Utkal, dear friends and men 

If ever thy subject of love am I then 

With folded hands to thy taking I appeal 


Non-cooperation against wrongs may be 
es thy zeal. 


If you are prone to soothe me in this thrall '. 
For the cause of Swaraj consecrate your all. 
Despond not for a moment, grieve not, friend 
To mark Orissa in sorrowful trend. 

Revolves the wheel of happiness and sorrow, 
By turns they come today or tomorrow. 

A divine play,-light and darkness rather, 
One when sways is sought by the other. 
Now our turn is come, I feel. 

Light would fast beacon for our weal. 
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Sovereign times have reached but now. , 
A moment, dear brothers, delay not thou. 
Awake Bharat’s millions wise.~~ 
The sun of Swaraj divines its rise ! 
Shun supineness now at this hour. 
Stand up before the time is over. 
Would you to yourself your thoughts 

would offer, 


As to why our Mahatma so much does suffer 9 
Odds and ends that: seize his form, 

Emaciated tho’ he forbears in calm. 

Family and means, wearings and bread, 
Sitting sequestered in the prison does he shed, 
To raise the nation from slavery’s sleep, 

With eyes closed he meditater in deep. 


Mahatmas’ saerifice, suffering and pain, 
Never in this world would go in vain. _ 
Injustice, inequity or sinful deed ® 
Some day or other by truth would yield. 
With firm conviction in this recognised fact, 
In the eause of Swaraj proceed and act. 
Foreign cloth is unholy, abjure from the start; 
Be sworn to the hand spun wearings thou art. 
Take to Khadi, it purifies thy person 

Waste not thy wisdom in decaying litigation. 
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The pancnes iu the villages in the past 
were relied. 
Revive this sanctity thy issues to decide. 


United, follow their verdict in slow 
Old order revived, new life would glow, 
Freed from the menacing nets of the tout, 


Villagers wld be saved from extortion and 
rout, 
In the pans of decision equal are all, 


No one is big and no one is small. 

Far more the norms and contours of Swaraj 
Shun differences without a pause, 

Each is the child of the motherland same; 
Born orn her laps we stage our game. 

‘fhe moment our mundane careers close, 
Alone on her Japs all of us would repose. 
Panchayets formed and Charkhas swing 
Villagers bound to a brotherhood strong; 
These are the invalued secrets three 

To make our country sovereign and free. 
These are the methods yoked in right 
Utkal in no time would wipe her plight. 
Want and distress forever ceased, 
Villages prospered gods w’ld be pleased, 


To thee my heart’s feelings when I cast, 
The indurate train proceeds but fast, 
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Kaliyuga’s Utkal’s celestial Ganges - rp 
Now have I crossed Mahanadi’s fringes. 
Here is Saila Vinayak, afore it réveals; 
Obeisance to thee, the wiper of evils. 

In all the auspicious occasions, O, Lord, 
Thou art, as first God, prayered and proffered. 
As Utkal I leave to far away a plaae, 
Happy be this journey, shower thy grace. 
May not for my country’s service I fail, 
May.my ambitions be cherished in the jail. 


Occasions before had ¢ passed this way, 
Why then seized by restlessness today. 


Dear things, as though were left out, I feel; 
Or heart’s secrets undisclosed to a deal, 
Happy be this journey by thy gracg. 
May desires be cherished in my 

confinement days. 
Many a time during the past 3 
Here on this route have I had passed. 


The Ganges of Utkal : This premier politician of Orissa 
says bere tha? Mahbanadi is the real 
Ganges of Orissa. The Hirakud 
and the Tikarpara Projects prove 
the truth of this conclusion, 
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Whwy,now uneasiness intrudes in mind ?# 
Reasons for the same in vain T find. 
How alas, I foed as though did I part 
With some one I loved dear at heart. 


Did I but miss dear friends to meet, 

Before my exile, to reciprocate and greet ? 
Nothing concrete I am able to find, 

As ripples of thought bestir my mind. 
Attachment begotten of human heart 
Results, I realise, in my weakness at last. 
But when conviction reigns supreme in man 
Ego of the self outright does wane. 


Trickery, diplomacy, falsehood, the three 
From them the real man ought ever to be free, 
Life of man is real and pure, 

Quest of truth is its es:ence in sure. 


1 ife steered in the course of truth 

Indeed is happy and blessed to boot. 

The vital man on the forum of his will 
Forging his actions on reality’s anvil 

Alone does succeed thro’ rightful strife 

To preserve an immortal record of life, 

Primordial Lofd, the fountain source of 
truth, 


Bless me that I may follow this route. 
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May 1 d3vote for Swaraj my soul. ° 

World peace rests on her independent role. 

In the lake of the world Bharat;Wour land 

Shines, as lotus, guileless and grand. 

In the soil of India wherever I remain, . 

Proud indeed I feel,-‘“‘this is my domain.” 

To me mother India is divine and pure, 

As tbe Sila of Salagram in the Hindu’s lure, 

The sanctified abode, hallowed and hoary, 

How dear to me is the seat of PURI.: 

Likewise all the nook of this land 

To me is nothing but Puri, dear friend. 

The water of Panchatirth is blend by sanctity; 

Heavenly, hallowed, consecrated by purity. 

All throughout this land every drop 

Likewise as pure and pristine I prop.” 


Sila of Sulagram ; A fine sheen stone of the weight of 1 to 
5 pounde found in and near about the 
source of the river Ganges and the 
Ganduki (Gangtok). The vediv Hindu, 
in the Brahbmanas, treats this stone ap 
the living symbol of good-bood, 


Puri ; The supreme sanctuary of the Hindus. It ie again 
one or the four control centres of the Hindus. 


Panchhatirth : The five subsidiary seats of sanctity in 
Pari. 
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India’s every religious place 

To me but affords Nilachal’s grace. 
Wherever in Bharat ‘am served with meal’ 
Touched by our Lord. as Kaivalya 1 feel, 
Bharat’s crematorium is Puri I hold.; 

The gateway to heaven here is unfold. 

To own ‘Sribarichhandan’ for one is rare : 
The clay of this country likewise I care. 


Nilachal : Meaning the blue mountain. This temple 
raised op a mountain wns unearthed from the 
breast of the earth as far back in tbe 3rd 
century B. C, From tbat time onwards another 
pame of Puri is Nilachal. 

Kaivalaya : Philologjoal derivation of the word ‘Kavale’, 
j. e,5 sole, only or alone. The devout Hindu 
bas the conviction that the food (be it of what- 
ever quantity) offered to the Lurd and then 
taken is alone capable of renderiug deliverance. 
Here the wtiter, in his ardent nationalism aptly 
says that every place in India is Puri to him 
and the food that be will taka in any nook of 
this country is potbing but Kaivnalya' to him. 

Sribarichhandan : The sandal wood paste bcsmered in the 

person of the Lerd. To the Hindu, to 
have g grain of this paste is a rare 
acquisition. 


Swargadwar : Toe gate way to heaven. The coastal 
fringes of Puri are named as Such. 
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The Ashram of Svwaraj here in this cage © 

With liberty’s stones a day would I raise. 

Kalpabat, the wish yielding treo of the yore, 

(Ancient, everlasting, eternal and pure) 

Stands by our Lord Purushottam’s altar 

To many a pilgrim affording shelter, 

But all the trees in India 1 feel 

(As sacred and holy for humanity’s weal,) 

Jagannath, our Lord, as though by them, 

Shines serene to cherish our aim. 

“The soul of Aryavarta is Nilachal’s home, 

The seat of equity, Jove and freedom. 

No matter in Bharat wherever I stay, 

Ever ‘am protected under Nilachal’s sway. 

My Lord, Jagannath, the holy of the holy, 

The sole saviour of the fallen and the lowly. 


Kelpabat : The wish-yieldiog tree. 1¢ is logsted in the 
walled premises of the Lord in Puri. This 
tree is there, it is said, since creation itself. 

Purushottam $ The Supreme (beyond names end forms). 

Jagannath : The seat of the Uaiversal Lord, the seat of 
equity. 

The Varnashrem system in Hinduism was 
denounced here, All irreepective of caste 
and oreed were fed in the same plate and 
altar. 

The translator has aptly written about this seat : 
“UNIVERSAL RELIGION’S COSMOPOLITAN HOME, 
JAGANNATH OF ARYAVARTA, 

THE ORIENTAL ROME.” 

Patit Pavan : The saviour of ths fallen and the lowly- 
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Here or hereafter, living or dead, a 
By | thee aright my conrse be led. 


Here is Jenapur, my train does arrive. 
Long since to the needs of its citizens 
’ am alive, 
Two years back I stepped her gate 
When the wrath of deluge threatened her state. 


Good many a villa, village and wealth, 
The fateful spate ravaged in stealth. 
Inflicting peals of cruelsome blow 
Jn the streets the harrowing floods did flow, 
Sacked by the floods all were cleft; 
Helpless eyes with tears were swept. 
Want of food and fodder brought 
The end of men and cattle.a lot, 
As this plightful thought the mind entertains 
Heart hammered with pangs of pains. 
Orissa’s tragedy caused by spate 
Upsets my poise and unerves my state, 
Moved, in a flash, T mark thro’ mind 
From the flanks of Suvarnarekha to 

Chilka  bebind : 


Janapur : A place on the fringes of river Brahbmani- 
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The ill fated regions, its suffering souls 
The catastrophe of the times in me still rolls. 
Flood and famine the com panions fast 

One by the other is accompanied fast. 

Evil followed by evil at length 

Curbs the morale and cripples the strength. 
Frequently by floods and famine striped 
Many a village home of Orissa wiped. 
Sand-cast the fields infructuous grown; 
Hamlets, hutments to desolation thrown. 

In frightened frustration retreat the fieldman 
Want gored many & man. 

Rightly I remember when Gandhiji last 
Arrived with his lady at Nilacpal’s coast, 

To see his heart was heavily pained 

The spectre of famine engaps our land. 

Men and women, young and old, 

Many have fallen to famishment’s fold. 

At the sight of this tragedy Gandhiji, shocked, 
Confided to me with feelings marked: 

‘The sight of this plight chokes my breath; 
“Better for me to fast unto death. 

«Self immolation is preferred on my part 
“To witness this mass groan in want, 
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“But rays of hope soothe my heart, &@ 

“Sooner from our land this evil would part, 

“Suffering is tha fruit of evil act. 

‘< This is my conviction and this too the fact.) 

‘Wrongful acts in leaps and bounds 

“Methinks grapples this country’s bounds, 

“The day the heart of our men in slow 

“Rinsed by purity’s immaculate flow, 

“The day in our men truthfulness shines, 

*‘And wisdom steered on rightful lines, 

“Miseries mitigated and sorrows waned, 

“The dawn of happiness w’id shine 

I on this land.” 

Sounds the whistle, the green flag hails; 

The train eager to steam off on its rails. 

were therma, chance today for me, 

How again I wish Janapur to see! 

And treking the abodes on Brabmani’s flanks 

Bidden good bye from its suffering lakhs. 
“How alas to see my brothers I crave 

Enduring sufferings untold and grave, 


° 
Brahmani : A famous river in Orissa. During rains it 
carries wild floods causing havoc to a vast 
area. 
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How alas to cure their shocks I wish ¢ 
That the unkindly men and the gods unleasb. 
Pangs and pathos, sorrows and sobs 
Cumulate in mind inflicting throbs, 


To cure this evil methods and ways 
Deep that I think for nights a days, 


Meeting these ill-fated, unfortunate hands 
At evening sessions on Brahmans sands, 


How bappy would I be to unfold my mind: 
To these sufferers whom nature but unkind. 


Alas this unkind train does steer 
Leaving Janapur I loved so dear. 
The Janapur bridge,— yonder it stands 
As a meter on Brahmauni’s exensive sands. 
Dear Brahmani, be thou as thou art here 
Abreast with water in happiness and cheer, 
Sustained on tby water,manured by thy silt 
May Orissa’s fields yield but gilt. I 
May not with Kharaswan thy unholy link 
Bring suffering and loss to the men 

on thy brink. 


& 


Janapur Bridge ; The railway bridge on ths river Brab- 
mani near Janepur. 
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Khandapara, Janapur peoples’ glamou®? 
Turn not your obstreperous floods 
© into clamour ! 
Dearest to me thesu brothern, I feel 

For the first time"in life I served for their weal. 
Kharasrota ever is thy mistress aud mate; 

To both of you this much T supplicate: 

Thro’ thy curling tidals in musical lores 
Convey my news sharp to their doors. 

From house to house, village to village, 

Let the tides of the wind tender this message. 
Happy be thou here dear brothern, 

Some day sure shall I meet you on return, 
Scared by the mepacing deluge at length 

you have gone downy in morale and strength. 


The spells begotton of the malignful spate, 
Well am TI aware of its eventual state. 


Kbaresrota : Or otherwise known as Kharuswan or 
Kbarsuan. Itis a tributory of Brabmani, 
It is aneobstreperous triburory and the loss 
caused to men and crop kingdom is accountb- 


able. 
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Tny neighbours have carried the news 
. to mv prison 


Of the havoc of fire, unknownnthe reson. 
Who is at the root of this cruelty at large 9 


How is it thas innocence should 
suffer the charge. 


Mysterious indeed this kingdom I find, 
Where finding follows its course in blind, 
House was burnt, wealth was lost, 

Life insecure with confinement at last. 
Treachery that set the house in flame, 

Where is earnestness to find out its game ? 
Yielding to the naked tortures of the village 
How alas Orissa’s many & village, 

Helpless, hopeless, drench the eyes 

With pools of tears, in sobs and sigus ! 
Happiness of the home outright smashed,; 
Cultivation by nature’s extremities lashed; 
Torturing, tormenting, the prison house cells 
On mapy a house jrrvparably tells ! 

Mind not for these dear brothers, ye all, 

As your hearts unswayed by evil’s thrall. 
Bereft of clouds a lightening spark 

Scarce should hurl you to consternation stark. 
If thou art sure of thy faultless state, 

Why brother wherefrom did this fire emanate ? 
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Reston Dharma, the symbol of weal. 

Let not by remorse for & momont thou kneel. 
Wide awaks His unseen eyes to detect 
However secret and united the act. 

He that brought this tragedy grim 

Evii destiny awaits for‘his unpardonable sin. 
‘fhe boomerang in fine wonld affect the person 
Who sought to set the same in action. 

This is the universal truth I hoid; 


Not even the gods w’ld escape its fold. 
Every action of every man 


Woighed and decided in Dharmaraj’s pan. 
Why speak of individuals here and there, 
All in his balance are weighed with care. 
Men or Nations, however their strength 
` For acts dediberate have fallen at length, 
History and records have proved to the bilt 
(How Nations in the past have fallen 

for their guilt 
The lac house episode in Mahabharata’s page 
Sets out this truth even to this age, 


Dharma ¢ The deity symbolising righteousness. 
Dharmaraj : The king of justice in the Hindu pantheon. 
Lac house ; A house in lac raised by Durvodban, the king 

of the Kauravas desigred to kill the Panda. 

vas, bis uterine rivals for the kiogdom. Uisi. 
mately he implicdly fell a pray to this 
design. 
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men rrereetet 


How Duryodhan resorting to loathsome desire, 
Raising the house and setving it to fire, ” 
Acted at length as author of h# end; 

Known this truth to all on this land, 

Kansa’s dagger caused the slaughter 

Of many an innocent son and daughter. 

Tell me then how long did sustain 

His palmiest days of power and reign. 
Through ruthless acts Hirad, 

the despotic king 

: Miseries, like Kansa, to his men did bring. 
During his sway be acted like felon 

To our Lord Jesus, the saviour of the fallen. 
And lo! prompted by vice did he resort) 

To butchery of babes and sins of the sort, 


merrier 


Kanss : The king of Matbura, known for his despotism. 
He beld the conviction that Lord Srikrishna, 
his sister’s eon would kill him. He therefore 
killed all his nephews born of Devoki, his 
sister, as be could not know as to who of the 

' new borns was & Srikrishna, 


Hirad : The Israel King who caused the crucification “of 
Lord Jesus. 
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Ferus of Egypt and all his rank 
Stricken by times eventually sank. 
Drawing from the Sastras these invalued 
| lessons 
In troubles, tribulations lose not thy patience, 
Remember the Mahatma, his words to the 
Nation : 
Our troubles are the outcome of our sinful 
action. 
The moment our souls by Purity rinsed 
And the sullied mind is washed and cleansed, 
The lustre of happiness, valour and gold 
Unansked, spontaneous, would be in thy hold ! 
Be firm and steadfast in this sovereigua belief; 
Shun, at erson, thy sorrow and grief, 


Trouble is His test-stone, know thou art : 
In it is tested the strength of thy heart, 
Unmoved in the fire of danger untold 

He who forbears dazzles as gold. 


Hirad : He was born during 73—74 B.C. He was 
the tyrannicaé king of Judaea whose reign dates 
from 40 B. C. and it is eaid that it was during 
his reign that Christ was born. 


Ferus ; A despotic king of Egypt, 
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He aoe is called a purified heart; 
Achievement of success is easy on his part, 
The flare of fire that thy. houses gored 


For nothing it is not, but ordained 
by the Lord. 


By introspection realise its truth at length; 
Flicker in your hearts the purity of strength, 
The superflucus fire that charred your houses, 
Extinguished no doubt and reduced to ashes; 


But let the ardent fire in tbe abode of 
your soul 
Flare up assuming a purifier’s role. 


Through this flake of fire let impurities. wanes; 
May godliness dawn in the heart ef man. 
Conflagrations may ensue. sentences pas ssed, 
Be firm in thy belief, life may Cost. ~ 

The path of truth and peace in calm. 

Follow, dear friends, whatever may come. 


In every village without a paus3 
Revive the golden Panchayet Raj. 
Shake off all fear, cull up your zeal 
Yoke your routine at the spinning wheel, 
Abjure what is vile, malice afd spite, 
The mighty and the mean, differences outright. 
Drinking is vice, abandon on oath, 
Adultery and theft,—kick off these both. 
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Despicable acts, unwelcome, unwholesqme, 
Suffér not these vices that sully our home. 
Purity of action welfare would yield; 
The world with happiness and prosperity filled. 
fn necessities real, in the proper hours 
The swarthy clouds would pour forth showers. 
And how rosy our farmers with 

happiness filled, 
To receive a bumper and bounteous yield : 
Don't you, dear friends, mark this sign 
By the purity of your action here that would 


shine, 
Mark, as & divine sentinel casting his message 


How performs his duty the Mahatma of our 


age. 
Citizens of Utkal kis valued mission 


Enjoin wi&h thy routine with care and caution. 
To achieve our freedom follow up his goal. 
Accept my farewell prayers, ye all. 


When the sun the laps of occident 
beseached 
In the station of Bhadrakh my train has 
reached, 
Bhadrakh in my garlier days I mark 
Thou art the place of my honour 


through work. 
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The mighty Bahadur, thru’ his divice and 
spell, 

Here for the first time I was terown to the 

cell. 

Many a sincere worker of late 

Oft were shunted to- prison’s gate, 

Withal the crave of freedom in them 

Fourfold it flares up here on this realm. 

When fire is supplied with ladles of ghee 

In accelerate force it flares up ip glee. ! 

Can the hooded cobra receiving a kick 

Ever would retreat panicy and sick ? 

Workers of Bhadrakh, thanks for your courage; 

Orissa needs servants of thy stage. 

Shaking off sweet happiness of the hearth, 

Warm attachment, comforts and wes) th, 


RBakadur : A protege of the British Raj in Bhadrakb. 
He was a protege of the pre-independsnce Raj. 


Bhadrskh : A emall town in the state of Orissa in tbe 
District of Balasore on the South-Eastern 
Railway. During the early years of non- 
cooperaticn its citizens rallied round Gan- 
dhiji uncer the successive leadership of 
Pardit Gopabandbhu Dass, Nandakishore 
Dass and Dr, H. K, Mahbatab. 
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Thou,have begun thy struggle for the nation 

On the Dane of Salindi for country’s 
emancipation, 

Triumph in sacrifice, lest life be lost; 


Aware am I your determination fast. 
Well deserved of this vow, Bhadrakh thou art; 
‘Touched by the saints pure is thy dust. 
On bis way to Nilachhal here did he stay 
Nimai, the devotee for a few days on this clay. 
Happy to.have him, happier those days: 
Bhadrakh preserves that memory always. 
The sy ‘mbol. of non-violence, Gandhiji, 

the great 
Again today is our guest at thy gate. 
Hindu, Muslim, citizens of this town 
At the comjng of Gandhiji to this place of 

renown 

His personality, leadership, means and end 
All did you honour thru’ hospitality grand. 


_ Nimai : One of the promoters of the Dwaits cult in 
Ainduiem. He preached the secret, propounded 
by his predeccesors Madhwa and Sri Chaitanyn, 
tbat the way to attain the Absolute is thru’ 
unqualified strrender and self-less devotion to 
the Lord. 
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This is an honour that would survive and last 

In the corridor of posterity forever fast. 
Class conflict, therefore, outright thou shun. 
Regard the Vedas and Koran as one. 

Hindu, Muslim, Christian brothers, 

Sikhs, Buddhists and Jains 2nd others, 

All whatsoever of religion and creed 

Bharat is thy mother, Bharat thy breed. 

Our aim is common, our object is one; 

Here shall we lie as here are we born. 

This is our common playground we play, 

This is our mother, at her feet we pray, 
United, collected, enjoined thy soul 

In danger and delight proceed in thy goal. 

In the secret of unity enfirm thy belief, 

An infallible means to deliverance and relief, 
Bhadrakh’s Hindu, Muslims kind, a 

Well aware am I of the strength of thy mind. 
Offers, allurements, fishes and loaves, 

Eears sand favours thro’ highs and Iows, 
Thou bast surpassed these harms and charms 
However the magnitude, whatever the forms, 
Steadfast and firm, undaunted thou art 

On the path of Swaraj with ccourage start. 
Miss not on your maroh thro’ rightful course. 
Conserve on this eve fortitude and force. 
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The benevolent Lord, the strugglers’ guide 


Would reach you_safe buffeting all tide. 


Listen, dear frienda. a word once again; 
The thought of the same inflicts but pain. 
So long I live here on this earth, 

And so Jong. 1 heave life and breath, 
So long 1 exist here or some where, 


In the snap of memory this pain would be 
there, 


Suffering Kanika’s agonies and griefs, 

Renting the meadows, marshes and reefs, 

In harrowing, pangful, piteous notes 

Beseems on the waters of Salindi floats. 

And these cries of misery the moment I ponder 
Strikes my tars as peals of thunder. 

Kanika always is Bhadrakh’s neighbour, 

To describe the former no need to labour. 

All that bappens there you have known; 

And art aware of the cause of their groan. 


Bound by next neighbour attachment as thou 
art, 


Forbear inflictions and tortures of the sort, 
To down trodden Kanika’s farmers, dear Bhai 
Extend and maintain thy fraternal tie. 


DE CEM 


Bhai : brother. 
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To proceed to Kanika this is the route; 
Had I had a pair of wings to boot, 
How soon had I flown and returned on 
` seeing 
The ryots of Kanika in their half broken 
dwelling, 
Kindless, cruel strikes and stipes 
With his palm in calm he soothes and wipes. 
Patarpur’s episode of bullet and gun 
‘That cause ox the end-of & couple of men, 
Pure, innocent, faultless blood 
That lies soaked ijn Kanika’s clod, 
Taking on fore-bead that sacred clay, 
And sitting on the bank of that tank for a2 
Had 1 for their loss my tears poured, 
Blessed wouid 1 feel and blessedness honnured. 
This is my ardent aim and thought, 
Unknown, alas, when would be wrought ! 
To visit their doors often did they call, 
Inapt to oblige I feel but small. 
Once invited by the Raja did I go 
When hunger was snatching lives in slow. 
Once in time had ! been thete 
People would be saved from torture’s snare. 


SAM aD OO 2 CPRrt 
Patarpur : A village ion the Zymindari of Kanika. 
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Lurks in me this ambition grave: _ 


Amnesty for my faults from them shall 
I crave. 


Here is Kanika I reached by flight. 
Elements sink down at its harrowing sight. 
Cruel as Yamdut the raja and his hoardes;* 
They haunt the hamlets, markets and roads, 
Honses and lands of the,ryots they loot; 
And cane and belabour the innocent like brute. 
Attacked, outraged, women of the zone, 
Behold, helpless, how deep they moan! 
Around that capital’s atmosphere grim 
Parade the souls of those martyrs twin, 
Drops of blood falling on the dust 
Burts in gild the fire of unrest. 


Kanika : A Zemindari estate in the District of Cuttack. 


I reached by flight : The earnest musings of this great 
soul: the political poet, of Orissa to 
offer his help to the people of Kanika 


subjected to untold attrocities. 
oe 


Yamdut ; The messenger of death, known for its torture 


end cruelty. 
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The water of the Ganja oxhausted though - 
The obstreperous fire unextinguished lo ! ! 
Leaving his dear home the farmer flies, 
Jries of panic enshroud the skies. 
Through continued throbs of fear and dismay 
Teaming women abort on their way. 
Driven to the pounds herds of cattle, 
Whipped mercilessly pant and rattle. 
Thro’ adverse, abominous, attrocious deeds, 
Tormented Kanika aches and bleeds ! 
Tempestuous waves of frustration no doubt 
Sweep this area in season and out, 
Acts appaling unknown, alas, 
Tn savage fury ravage the mass. 
Born of emotion these are my thoughts, 
As here am stationed away from thse lots. 
Acts and facts dreams this soul; 
To see them and console alone is my goal. 


The half-time caution bell is rung, 


Retrieves my senses from the dreams 
that hung. 


¬ 


Ganja : A river in Kanika, * 


The Zamindar of Kanikas, as seen from this de- 
scription and other accounts was sacking and 
merciless te the subjects. 
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“With another chime the train would start; 


Here from my Bhadrakh how heavily 
,would TI part ! 


May O Salindi and Bhadrakh dear 
Happy and cheerful be thou here. 


Extend thy continued love and favour 
To suffering Kanika, thy near and neighbour. 


Bear, dear Kapika, the onsloughts at hand; 
Strokes of misfortune with ‘courage withstand, 
If at all with this soul and body 1 remain 
Some time in the future shall we meet again. 
Trickle the eyes tears in floods. 
Despond not still, forbear the odds. 
Hundreds of thy innocent sons did welcome 
Incarceration, suffering and pains in calm. 
WPat-evgr the’tortures, however the pains 
Not one among them at the inflictor 

disdains. X 
Free from malice guileless their soul. 
To avenge an act is never their goal. 
Death they embraced, by death they bowed, 
But never to resort to violence avowed, 


mire merrier eterna retain apnea ieee eet 


Saliodi : A river near Bbadrokb. 


X The poet acknowledges the maliccless forberance of 
the people, 
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Following the norms and contours of action 


They perform their duty as the scriptures 
sanction, 


Despite yield and income heavily injured 
The,scorch of suffering thou hast endured. 
Endurance will act to promote at length 
Peoples’ intrinsic power and strength, 


Dangers, difficulties, whatever the form 
Let come, if they come, welcome in warm. 


Truth alone will triumph, 
truth alone will stand, 


Follow up this course to achieve thy demand, 


Truth is the exponent of manliness in man. 
By truth the might of the Crown does wane, 


Friends of Kanika rest on this belief : 
Troubles, tribulations, inflictions and grief 


May visit thy doors these elements fierce, 
And cause to shed strearmns of tears. 


They may shake thy elements with 
awe and fear 


And cause to heave desperation sheer; 
But know for certain these sobs and tears, 
These grim inflictions, gruelling fears 
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A TO ieee aie? 
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Never go in vain; but far reaching effects 
Would ensue from these adverse, unkindful 
acts. 
Cruel deeds that spill out tears from the sight 
Would cause flood streams from Himachal’s 
height. 
The plightful pangs of sobs and sighs 
“Would .shake the throne of the Gods in the 
skies. 
The heat of those heaves s9 intense and dire, 
Would outbeat the bake of the burning fire. 
When those hearts shake, shakes the earth, 
And brings in fine a world of strength, 
The mors the people by torture scared 
Theirteartg filled with energy flared. 
Calm and silent more and more 
Strength and confidence they conserve and 
store. 
For the sufferings, dear Kanika, subjected 
thou art, 


Writhe not in agony, lose not thy heart, 
Robbed, pillaged, tgrtured and torn, 
With faith and fortitude stand the storm. 
Truth is the victor where justice will act; 
This is the universal, fundamental fact. 
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May in this faith consecrated thou art, ° 
Let firmness take root deep in thy heart. 


Thy sad, sorrowful nights are gone. 

Behold, the dawn of happiness fs on. 
Thy fundamental rights and demands dear 
Never bequeath at the object of fear. 
Try to know your position and rights. 
Rely on yourself, shun fears and frights. 
Moral courage will act outright 
To secure a triumph in this righteous fight. 
Human rights by justice won I 
would redound unbroken on thy daughter 

= and son, 
Equity and fairness would hold tk sway, 
And bitter tyranny ousted from this clay, 
Let Utkal emulate thy example sublime, 
And work out tke ideals forever on this climes, 
May this consciousness in the farmers kindle, 
When the rule of fear of the crown wld 

dwindle. 

What more at this hour for thee could 


1 deal, 
May these tears yield thee weal, 
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Mother, Bhadrakali, to thee I esteem. 
Guard the interest of those groaning team. 
Be thou seated on Salindi’s banks 

As the scle proteeter of the suffering laks. 
Afar from here salutations to thee; 
Courage and strength bestow on me. 


To concentrate and find out the ways and 
means 

For the relief of those unfortunate teams, 
May, © Mother, by thy boundless grace 

My prison house act as a sacred place. 
_May.this life be resigned to service’s crreed, 
Bless me, O TARA, this alone I need. 
Bhadrakh?’s citizens, Thy affectionate babes, 
Thy<jnduess toc éhem this heart but craves. 
Life may go for the sufferers cause, 

Sword may pierce to challenge this Raj, 

Still, steadfast and dutiful, to staud the test, 
“Firmness of mind and courage may they get, 


Bhadrakali ; The Primordial Goddess that ushers bappi- 
ness and plenty. The name Bhbadrakh jis 
named. after her. 

TARA ; The Goddess that grants emancipation and lifts 

mankind from all odds, 
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Retreat from the front let them not know 
As peace in Swaraj is fight on vow. 

Ripples of thought rise from the heart, 

‘Jo speak, I cant as the train on the start. 
Had it in my power here to alight. 

Visiting your altars and marking your plight, 
To unfold my mind how eager I long 


About Kanika and its men that-I feel all 
along. 


Preserver of races, Mother of the worlds, 
What else is there beyond Thy folds ? 
The tortured farmers writhe in groan. 
Is this to thee, O Mother, unknown ? 
In the free air and in the open skies 
Hale and happy the bird but flies. Pa 
And inthe ambits of forests and thickets 
| no doubt 
Free, unfettered, the beasts move about. 
Independent they are in their forest 
homes & caves; 
Fearless they are as to none are they slaves, 
Divers fishes, sharks or the whalé, 
How happy and free in the waters they scale. 
But here in India, her teaming mutes 
Are denied of freedom, its favours and fruits. 
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And here, alas, under the floor of the sun 
A spot cf freedom for him is none. 


Wherever he is, in and out 

Subjected to the rod of supression 
throughout. 

Devoid of peace his home is hell; 

Chastisement he endures, and many a spell. 

Sons of India thru’ supression shattered, 

The Muse of Bharat is cuffed and fettered, 


While in fast and hunger its children boil 
Others enjoy on the exploits of this soil- 


Nahus, Yajati, Sibi of the past 
Wiese glory anthem the puranas fast, 
These mighty monarchs of conquest and sway 
Steered the fortune of this land a day. 
But alas to day its plight when I mark 
Heart is seized by downcast stark ! 


Nabus, Yajati, Sibi : The great rulers of the lunar 
dfnasty mentioned in the Purans. 
They were kind to their men and 
ruled after their collective will. 
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Srirama, Yuijhistira, the ideal kings 
Whose glory to this day history but sings, 
Ideal, truthful, rulers were they. 

In justice and equity they held the sway. 
Where alas is gone the glory of that past ! 
Subjected this land to tyranny at last. 

The great Akbar of the Moghul line 

As a true, impartial, ruler did shine. 

By his‘sweet administration, that rulers’ gem 
Won ‘the collective ‘hearts of our. men. 

How long our people w’ld endure, I say ? 
Bitter .tyranny’s imperious sway ? 


All the gods and their spouses dear, 
They meet on the floor of Nilachal, we here, . 
Had ever these divine conventions ‘wuought 
Of the Tole of the rulers and the people’s lot ? 


‘Srirama : The king of Ayodhya who .was .deified ‘for his 
great ideals and sublime reign. 


Yujhistira : The kind, truthful and righteous king of 
| Hastina 'whose fame is‘ sung ‘sweet -in the 
pages of the Mahabhactata,. 
Akbar ; He-was the Emperor of . India, He became great 
for his impartial and .efficient rule. 
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Does this ‘parliament evolve a remedy 
For the peasents that suffer, for this 
continued malady 9 
This cardinal movement; the moment it’s 
approved 
In that divine parliament, never before moved, 
United shall we stand and petition in that 
House 
To oust the despotic rod that cows. 
And we shall hardly hasitate to say, 
All that has happened and all that may. 
And to appeal that Parliament never shall 
| we miss 
To award a redress and to minister justice, 
When our Lord, the omuicient, 
acquiesceth a glow, 
Thexponch of Swaraj on the Lion-gate 
| would blow, 
Swaraj : Rule by:the self, or the government of a country 
~ by its own people. Democtacy. 


Lion—gate : The name given to the gateway to the 
abode of Lord Jagannath. The poet here 
means that liberty is the birth right of man, 
Tt is equally universal. It is wropg that ope 
should hold away on others. Jt is again 
wrong that we should be called subjects. 
1ndia knows dependence to nope other ban 
to the ford, the Supreme. It is evident 
that He has cast His glow to our well-being. 
In no. distant time . therefore, we. will.achieve 
, Swara]j. 
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The amblem of liberty will wave in th3 space; 
Lstablished our Swaraj, revived our days. 
Then alone Nations would have occasion 

to know, 
Then alone to the world India would show: 
“This is the land prosperous and divine, 
“All that is virtuous here alone does shine.” 
Then alone the world will feel and realise, 
Our constitution, our Government is noble 

and wise, 
Unity. equity, the bracing rays 
Then alone in the world would spangle in 

grace 


Then alone, for us. the heavens in Blics 
Would sing in ealm the psalm of pcace, 


Swndheen Press, Berhampur, 


Digitized by PPRACHIN, SOA 


